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Tis Hirst appearance of this piece in the season of 
1772, at Drury-lane, is well in the recollection of those 
who witnessed ihe matchless performance of Mrs. Barry 
(nom Crawferd) in the Widow Brady. A part in 
which She excelled, and in which we have not yet beheld 
her equal. 

The old adage of ** No fool like an old one,” is here 
illustrated in a manner truly laughable. The tharic- 
ters of Whittle and Kecksey are coloured with truth 
and spirit ; and are sucht as doubtless common life can 
produce in many inslances; while that of the Widow ex- 
ceeds not the bounds of probability. 

We have here a story well told; ; in which the defor- 
mities of age are exposed to just ridicule. 

Those who are in the winter of their days, if they 
reshect iherr own dvi, need not be under any fear of 
its being insulted among the worthy and the sensidle. 

Honours rest upon the head that time has sive red 
te, and enriched with experience. 

t is when the full of years forget the respect due to 
tens lves, and sn into folly and absurdity, that they 
became fit rb ls for satire and it ts to be wished, 
mot geri dramatic produttions were as clear as The 
11 Widow frem the charye of expoiing our elders as 

cxpentce e morals aud Sober reason. 
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Dramatis Personae, | 


DRURY-LANE. 

| | _ :. 
Whittle, « - Mn. PirsoNs 
Kecksey, - - Mx. Dopp 
Thomas, - - Mx. BuzxToON 
Bates, - MR. BADDELEY 
Sir Patrick O'Neal, - Mx. Moopy 
Nephew, MR. CAULFIELD. 

Woman. 


Widow Brady, - +» Mus. WELLS. 


COVENT-GARDEN. 


Men. 
Whittle, — - MR. WEWITZER 
Kecksey, - NIA. BERNARD 
1 homas, - - Mx. Quick 
Bates, — - Mx. PowtLL 
Sir Patrick O'Neal, - Mx. JoHNx5 TONE 
Nephew, - Mx. MacktabprY. 
Voman. 
Widow Brady, - Mxs. WELLS. 
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SCENE I. Whittle's house. 
Enter BATES and SERVANT. 


Bates. 


| Is he gone out? his card tells me to come directly 
Il did but lock up some papers, take my hat and 
cane, and away I hurried. 


Serv. My master desires you will sit down, he 
will return immediateiy—he had some business with 
his lawyer, and went out in great haste, leaving the 
message I have delivered. Here is my young 
master. Exit Servant. 


Enter NEPHEW. | 

Bates. What, lively Billy !—hold, I beg your par- 
don—melancholy William, I think—Here's a fine 
revolution—l hear your uncle, who was last month 
WE 
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all gravity, and you all mirth, have chang'd charac- 


ters; he is now ail spirit, and you are in the dumps, | 


ME mane 


Neph. And for the same non This journey 


to Scarborough will unfold the riddle. 


Bates. Come, come, in plain English, and before 


your uncle comes explain the matter. 
Nepk. In the first place, I ara undone. 


Bates. In love, I know—1 hope your uncle is not 


undone too—that would be the devil! 


Neph. He has taken possession of him in every 


sense. In short, he came to Scarborough to see the 
lady I had fallen in love with 
Bates. And fell in love himself ? 
ehh. Yes, and with the same lady. 
Bates, That is the devil indeed! 


Neph. O, Mr. Bates! when I thought my happi- 
ness complete, and wanted only my uncle's consent, 


to give me the independence he so often has pro- 
mised me, he came to Scarborough for that purpose, 
and wish'd me joy of my choice; but, in less than 
a week, his approbation turned into a passion for 
her: he now hates the sight of me, and is resolv'd, 
with the consent of the father, to make her his wite 
directly. 

Bates. So he keeps you out of your fortune, won' 
give his consent, which his brother's fcvulish will re- 
quires, and he would marry himself the same wo— 
man, because right, title, conscience, nature, ius, 
tice, and every law, divine and human, are agans 
it. 
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Neph. Thus he tricks me at once both of wite and 
fortune, without the least want of either. 

Bates. Well said, friend Wluttle! but it can't 
be, it shan't be, and it must not be- this is muder 
and robbery in the strongest sense, and he shan't be 
hang'd in chains to be laugh'd at by the — 
town, if I can help it. | 

Ae. 1 am distracted, the widow is distress'd, 
and we both shall run mad. | 

Boies. A widow too! *gad a mos threescore 

and five! 
Nel. But such a widow ! She is now in town 
with her father, who wants to get her off his hands; 
tis equal to him who has her, so she is provided for 
I hear somebody coming—I must away to her 
lodgings, where she waits for me to execute a 
scheme directly for our delivery. 

Bates. What is her name, Billy ? 

Neph. Brady. 

Bates, Brady! Is not she an er to Sir Patrick 
O' Neale? 

Neph. The same. She 3 Sacrific'd to the most 
senseless drunken profligate in the whole country: 
He lived to run out his fortune; and the only ad- 
vantage she got from the union was, he broke that 
and his neck before he had broke her heart. 

Bates. The affair of marriage is, in this country, 
ng; there is neither love 
or hate in the matter; nccessity brings them toge- 
ther; they are united at first for their mutual con- 


venience, and separated ever after for their parti- 
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She lodge? 
Neph. In Pall-Mall, near the hotel. 


Bates. I'll call in my way, and assist at the con. 


sultation; I am for a bold Stroke, if gentle methody 
should fail. 


Neph. We have a plan, and a spirited one, if my 


sweet widow is able to go through it—pray let vs 
have your friendly assisStance—ours is the cause of 


love and reason. | 

Bates. Get you gone, with your love and reason, 
they seldom pull together now-a-days.—I'll give 
your uncle a dose first, and then I'll meet you at the 
widow's—What says your uncle's privy counsellor, 
Mr. Thomas, to this ? 

Neph. He is greatly our friend, and will enter 


Sincerely into our service—he is honest, sensible, 


ignorant, and particular, a kind of half coxcomb, 
with a thorough good heart—but he's here. 

Bates, Do you go about your business, and leave 
the rest to me. 


Enter THOMAS. 
Mr. Thomas, I am glad to see you; upon my 


word, you look charmingly—you wear well, Mr. 


Thomas. 


Tho, Which is a wonder, considering how times 


go, Mr. Bates—they'll wear and tear me too, if | 
don't take care of myself—my old master has taken 


the nearest way to wear himself out, and all that be- 


long to him. 


4 rt 


cular pleasures—O rare matrimony 1—Where does 
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Pates. Why surely this strange story about town 
is not true, that the old gentleman is fall'n in love? 

Tho. Ten times worse than that! 

Bates. The devil! 

Tho. And his horns—going to be married ! 

Bates. Not if I can help it. ; 

Tho. You never saw such an alter'd man in your 
he frisks, 
and prances, and runs about, as it he had a new 


pair of legs—he has left off his brown camlet sur— 


tout, which he wore all the summer, and now, with 
his hat under his arm, he goes open breasted, and 


he dresses, and powders, and smirks, so that you 


would take him for the mad Frenchman in Bedlam 
—$omething wrong in his upper story—Would you 
think it ?z—he wants me to wear a pig-tail! _ 

| Bates. Then he is far gone indeed! 

Tho. As sure as you are there, Mr. Bates, a pig- 
tail!—we have had sad work about it—lI made a 
compronuse with him to wear these ruffled shirts 
which he gave me; but they stand in my way—T 
am not $0 listless with them—though I have tied up 
my hands for him, I won't tie up my head, that I 
am resolute. | 

Bates, This it is to be in love, Thomas? 

Tho. He may make free with himself, he shan't 
make a fool of me—he has got his head into a bag, 


but 1 won't have a pig-tail tack'd to mine—and s 1 
told him 


Bates. What did you tell him? 


Tho, That as I, and my her, and his father be- 
| B 
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fore me, had wore their own hair as heaven had 
sent it, I thought myself rather too old to set up 
for a monkey at my time of life, and wear a pig · tal 
—he! he! he!—he took it. | 
Bates. With a wry face, for it was wormwood. 
Tho. Yes, he was frump'd, 


40 


the day—but the next day he was at it again—he 
then put me into a passion and I cculd not hely 
telling him, that I was an Englishman born, and 
had my prerozative as well as he; and that 4; 
long as I had breath in my body I was for liberty, 
and a strait head of hair! 


that. 
Tho. The poorest man in Eneland i is a match tor 


the greatest. if he will but stick to the laws of the 
land, and the statute books, as they are delivered 
down to us from our forefathers, 

Bates. You are right—we must lay our wits to. 
gether, and drive the widow out of your old mas. 
ter's head, and put her into your young master; 
hands. 


Tho. With all my heart—nothing can be more | 


meritorious—marry at his years! what a terrible ac. 
count would he make of it, Mr. Bates !—Let me 
zee on the debtor side sixty-five—and per contra 
creditor, a buxom widow of twenty-three—He'll be 
a bankrupt in a fortnight——he ! he! he! 


Bates. And so he would, Mr. Thomas—what have | 


you got in your hand ? 


Tho, A pamphlet, my old gentleman takes in—he 


and call'd me old 
 blockhead, and would not speak to me the res! of 
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has left off buying histories and religious pieces by 
numbers, as he used to do; and since he has got 
this widow in his head, he reads nothing but the 
Amordus Repositorv, Cupid's Revels, Call to Mar- 
riage, Hymen's Delights, Love lies a Bleeding, 
Love in the Suds, and such like tender coinpositions. 
Bates Here he comes, with all his folly about 
bim. 
Tuo. Ves, and the first fool from vanity- fair 
Heuv'n help us—love turns man and woman topsy 
turvy! [ Exit Tomas. 
Wiittile 6 IE! is he? where is my good 
friend? 


Enter WHITTI.t. 


Ha ! here he is—give me your hand. 


Bates. Jam glad to see you in such spirits, my 
old gentleman. 

Whit. Not so old neither no man ought to be 
called old, friend Bates, if he is in health, spirits, 
aud | | 
Bates. In his senses—which I should rather doubt, 
as I never saw yuu half so frolicksome in my life. 

Hit. Never too old to learn, friend; and if 1 
don't make use of my philosophy now, I may wear 
it out in twenty vears—l have been always banter'd 
as of too grave a cast—you know, when I studied 
at Lincoln's lun, they used to call me Tung Wis- 
dom. 


at have | Bates. Anil if they should call you Old Folly, it 


in—he 


| vill be a much worse nume. 


B 2 
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Whit. No young jackanapes dares to call me so, 
while I have this friend at my side. (Touctes hi 


Sword, ) 


Bates. A hero too! what in the name of common 
sense is come to you, my friend: —high $pirir, 
quick honour, a long sword, and a bag l- yu want 


nothing but to be terribly in love, and then you 


may sally forth Knight of the Woeful Countenance. 


Ha! ha! ha! | ; 
Whit. Mr. Bates-—the ladies, who are the best 

judges of countenances, are not of your opinion; 

and unless you'll be a little serious, I must beg par. 

don for giving you this trouble, and III open my 

mind to some more aitentive friend. 

Bates. Well, come unlock then, vou wild, hand- 


some, vigorous young dog you—1 will please you if | 


I can. 


Whit. 1 believe you never saw me look better, 
Frank, did you ? 
Bates. O yes, rather Peter forty vears ago. 


Whit. What, when I was at Merchant Taylor“ 
School ? 


Bates. At Lincoln's-Inn, Tom. 


I hit. It can't be—! never disguise my age, and 


next February I shall be fifty- four. 
Bates. Fifty- four! why I am sixty, and you al- 


ways lick'd me at school though I believe 1 could | 


do as much for you now, and 'ecod 1 believe you 
deserve it too. | 


Whit. I tell you I am in my fifty-fif;h year. 


Bates. O, you are—let me sce—we were together 
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at Cambridge, Anno Domini twenty-five, which is 
near fifty years ago—you came to the college, in- 
deced, surprizingly young; and, what is more sur— 
prizing, by this calculation you went to school be- 
fore you was born—you was always a forward 
child. | | 

Whit. 1 see there is no talking or consulting with 
you in this humour; and so, Mr. Bates, when you 
are in temper to show less of your wit, and more of 
your friendship, I shall consult with you. 

Bates. Fare you well, my old boy—young fellow, 
mean hen you have done sowing your wild oats, 


and have been blistered into your right senses; when 


you have half kill'd yourself with being a beau, and 
return to your woollen caps, flannel waistcoats, 
worst2d stockings, cork soles, and gallochies, 1 am 
at your service again, So bun jour to you, Mon- 
sicur Fifty-four-—ha ! ha! LE xt. 

Ji. He has certainly heard of my aftuir—but 
he is od and peevish—he wants spirits and strength 
vf conssiution to conccive my happiness—l am 1a 
love with the widow, and must have her: Every 
Bun nos his own wanisz—let the world laugh, and 
"Clin Call me imprudent, and 


mad, if they please-- live in good times, and 
among people of fashion; so none ot my neigh— 


bours, thank Heaven, can have the assurance to 


laugh at inc. 


© - Enter Old KECKSEY, 
Keck, What, my triend Whittle! joy! joy! to 
2 | | | 
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it—hugh! hugh! h:ch!—a good wife is a good 
thiag, and a young one is a better—lah—who', 


afraid? If I had not lately married one, I should 


you, old boy—you are going, a going ! a going a | 
fine widow has bid for you, and will have you= | 
hah, friend? all for the best—there is nothing like | 


: 
have been at death's door by th: s time —hugh! 


hugh! hugh! 


Wit. Thank, thank you, friend !—I was coming | 


to advise with you-—I am got into the pound again | 


—in love up to the ears—a fine woman, faith; and 


there's no love lost between us. 
friend? 

Reck. Right! ay, right as my leg, 
nothing without love—augh! hugh A am happy 
as the day's long! my wife loves gadding, and! 
can't stay at home; so we are both of a mind—s$he's 
every night at one or other of the garden places; 
but among friends, I am a little afraid of the damp; 
Hugh! hugh ! hugh! she has got an Irish gentle. 
man, a kind of cousin of hers, to take care of her; 
a fine fellow; and so good-natur'd—lt is a vast 
comfort to have such a friend in a family! Hugh! 
hugh! hugh! 

Whit. Y ou are a bold man, cousin Kecksey. 

Reck. Bold! ay to be sure; none but the brave 
deserve the fair—Hugh! hugh! who's afraid? 

WWhit, Why your wife is five feet ten. 

Keck. Without her shoes. I hate vour little 
Shrimps ; noue of your lean meagre French frogs 
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15 
me a slice of a good English surloin? cut and come 
again; hugh ! hugh! hugh ! that's my taste. 

it. I'm glad you have so good a stomach And 
$0 you would advise me to marry the Widow di- 
rectly ? 

Keck. To be sure you have not a moment to 
lose; - I always mind what the poet says, 

'Tis folly to lose time, 
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When man is in his prime: 
Hugh! hugh! hugh! 

Whit. You have an ugly conch, cousin. 

Kecx. Marriage is the best lozenge for it. 

Whit. You have raised me from the dead—I am 
glad you came—Frank Bates had almost killed me 
with his jokes—but you have comforted me, and 
we will walk through the park; and I will carry you 
to the Widow in Pall- mall. 

Keck. With all my heart I'll raise her spirits, 
and yours too. Courage, Tom come along 
who's af raid? [ Exeunts 


SCENE III.—The Widew's Lodging. 


Enter Widow, NEPHEW, and BATES. 
Bates. Indeed, madam, there is no other way but 


to cast off your real character, and assume a feign'd 


one; it is an extraordinary occasion, and requires 
extraordinary measures; pluck up a spirit, and do it 


for the honour of your sex. 


Neph. Only consider, my sweet Widow, that our 
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Wid. Could 1 bring my heart to act contrary to is 


feelings, would not you hate me for being a 3 ite, 
though i it is done for your Sake? 


Neph. Could I think myself capable of such ingra. 


titude 

id. Don't make fine speeches; you men are 
Strange creatures; you turn our heads to your pur. 
poses, and then despise us for the folly you teach us; 
tis hard to assume a character contrary to my dis. 
position: I cannot get rid of my unfashionable pre- 
judices *till I have been married in England. some 
time, and lived among my betters. 

Neph, Thou charming adorable woman! what 
shall we do then? I never wish'd for a fortune till 
this moment. | | 

Vid. Could we live upon aftection, I would give 
your fortune to n uncle, and thank him for taking 
it; and then 

Neph. What then, my sweet widow? 

Wid. 1 would desire you to run away with ri as 
fast as you can What a pity it is, that this money, 
which my heart despises, Should hinder its happiness, 
or that for want of a few dirty acres, a poor woman 
must be made miserable, and sacrificed twice to those 
Who have them, 

Neph. Heaven forbid! these exquisite sentiments 
3 you more to me, and distract me with the 
dread of losing you. 

Hates. Young folks; let an old man, who is not 
quite in love, and yet will admire a fine woman to 
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the day of his death, throw in a little advice among 
your flames and darts. 
Mid. Though a woman, a widow, and in love too, 
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I can hear reason, Mr. Bates. 


Bates. And that's a wonder—You have no time to 
lose; for want of a jointure you are still your father's 
slave; he is obstinate, and has promis'd you to the 
old man: Now, madam, if you will not rise superior 
to your sex's weakness, to secnre a young fellow in- 
Stead of an old one, yoũr eyes are a couple of hypo- 
crites. 5 

id. They are a couple of traitors I'm sure, and 
have led their mistress into a toil, for which all her 
wit cannot release her. | | 

ph. But it can, if you will but « exert it; my un- 
cle ador'd and fell in love with you for your beauty, 
softness, and almost speechless reserve. Now, if 
amidst all his rapturous ideas of your delicacy, you 
would bounce upon him a wild, ranting, buxom wi- 
dow, he will grow sick of his bargain, and give me a 
fortune to take you off his hands. 

Mid. I shall make a very bad actress. 

Nebh. You are an excellent mimic; assume but the 
character of your Irish female neizhbour in the coun- 
try, with which you astonished us so agrecably at 
Scarborough; you will frighten my uncle into terms, 
and do that for us which neither my love nor your 
virtue can accomplish without it. | 

Mid. Now for a trial—( mimicking a strong brogue) 
—Pait and trot, if you will be after bringing me be- 
fore the old Jontleman, ifhe loves music, I will trate 
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his ears with a little of the hrogue, and some dancing 
too into the bargain, if he loves capering—O bless 
me! my heart fails me, and I am frightened out of 
my witz; I can never go through it. 
[ Nephew and Bates beth laugh, 
Nephew, knecling and ars5ing her rand. 
O *tiz admirable! love himself inspires you, 
we shall g's pe What say you, Mr. NES. ? 


and 


such a 8 and a 18 v. ould 
but 
and give him the first broadside in the 


my own ears; 
make Hercuius tremble at five-and- twenty; 
away, away, a 


Park; there you'll find hum hobbling with that old 


cuckold, Keck:ey. 

Hd. But will my dress suit the character I play: 

Nepi. The very thing. Is your retinue ready, 
and your part got by heart? | 

Nd. All his ready; 'tis an act of despair to pu- 
nish zolly and reward merit; 'tis the last effort of 


pure hononurable love; and if every woman would 


exert the same spirit for the same out-of-fashion ras 
rity, there would be less business for Doctors Com- 
ions. Now let the critics laugh at me if they dare, 
[Exit with Si. 

Neph. Brava! bravissima! sweet widow. 
[ Exzt after her, 
Sw. Huzza! huzza! 


Atl, 


1 Exit. | 
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SCENE Iv. — The Pork. 


Enter WHITTLE ard KECESEY. 

Whit. Ves, yes, she is Irish; but so modest, $6 
mild, and so tender, and just enough of the accent to 
give a peculiar sweetness to her words, which drup 
trom her in monosyllables, with such a delicate re- 


$erve, that I shall have all the comfort, without the 


impertinence of a wife, 


Keck. There our taste differs, friend; I am for a 


lively smart girl in my house, hugh! hugh ! to keep 
up my $pirits, and make me merry; I don't admire 


dumb waiters, not I, no still life for me; I love the 
prittle prattle ; it sets me to sleep, and I can take a 
sound nap, while my Sally and her cousin are run- 
ning and playing about the house like young 


cats. 


Whit. J am for no cats in my house; I cannot 
deep with a noise; the Widow was made on purpose 
for me; she is so bashful, has no acquaintance, and 
the never would stir out of doors, if her friends 
were not afraid of a consumption, and so force her 
into the air: Such a delicate creature! vou shall see 
her; you were always for a tall, chattering, frisky 
wench ; now for my part I am with the old saying, 


Wite a mouse, 
Quiet house; 
Wife a cat, 
Dreadful that. 
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only be joking with us: 


Aa, 


Keck. I don't care for your sayings—who's afraid} 
Ihit. There goes Bates, let us avoid him, he will 


when I have taken a serious 


thing into my head, I can't bear to have it laughed 


out again. This way, friend Kecksey—What have 
we got here? 
Keck. (looking out.) Some fine prancing wench, 


with her lovers and footmen about her; she's a gay | 


one by her motions. 

it. Were she not so flaunting, I should take it 
for No it is impossible; and yet is not that my ne. 
phew with her? 1 forbad him speaking to her; it 
can't be the widow : 1 hope it is not. | 


Enter Wivow, followed byNeea EW, three Fooruts, 
and a black Boy. 


Wid. Don't bother me, young man, with your 


darts, your cupids, and your pangs; if you had half 


of em about you that you swear you have, they | 
would have cur'd you, by killing you long ago. 
Would you have me faitless to your uncle, hah! 
young man? Was not I faitful to you, 'till I wasor- 
der'd to be faitful to him? but I must know more of 
your English ways, and live more among the English | 
ladies, to learn how to be faitful to two at a time 


and so there's my answer for you. 


Ak, Then I know my relief, for I cannot live 


without you. 


what have I to do with dat? He is certainly mad or 
out of his sinses, for he swears he can't live without 


| [ Ext. | 
Heid. Take what relief you plase, young jontleman, | 
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me, and yet he talks of k:/{ng himself? how does he 
make out dat? if a countryman of mine had made 
zuch a blunder, they would have put it into all the 
newspapers, and Faulkner's Journal beside; but an 
Englishman may lock over the hedge, while an Irish- 
man must not siale a horse. 
Keck. Is this the Widow, friend Whittle? 

Lait. I don't know (s:ghing); it is, and it is not. 

Wid. Your servant, Mr. Whittol; I wish yon 
would spake to your nephew not to be whining and 
dangling after me all day in his green coat like a par- 
rot: It is not for my reputation that he should follow 
me about like a beggar-man, and ask me for what I 
had given him long ago, but have since  bestowed 
upon you, Mr, Whittol. 

Whit. He is an impudent beggar, and shall be re- 
ally so for his disobedience. | 

Wid. As he can't live without me, you know, it 
will be charity to starve him: 1 wish the poor young 
man dead with all my heart, as he thinks it will do 
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him a grate dale of good. 


Keck. (to Whittle. She is tender, indeed! and J 
think she has the brogue a little—hugi.! hugh! 
* It is stronger to-day than ever 1 heard it. 
[Slaring. 
| Wid. And are you now talk: ng of my brouge? It 
is always the most fullest when the wind is aesterly; 
it has the same effect upon me as upon stammering 
people—they can't spake for their impediment, and 


my tongue is fix'd so loose in my mouth, I can't 1 stop 


it for the life of me. 
C 
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Net. What a terrible misfurtunc, friend Keckseyl 

Keck. Not at all; the more tongue the better, ay I, 

Eid. When the wind changes, I have no broenve at 
all, at all. But come, Mr. Whittol, don't let us be 
vulgar and talk of our poor relations: It is impossi. 
ble to be in this metropolis of London, and have any 
thought but of operas, plays, masqueradcs, and pan. 
taons, to keep up one's spirits in the winter; and 
Ranelach, Vauxhall, and Marybone fireworks, to 
cool and refresh one in the summer. — La! la! la! 

[ Sings, 

IF kit. I protest she puts me into a sweat; we shall 
kave a mob about us. 

Keck. The more the merrier, I sxy—who's afraid? 

Nd. Hoy the people stare! as if they never saw 
a woman's voice before; but my vivacity has got the 
beiter of ny good manners. This I suppose, this 
strange gentleman, is a near friend and relation! 
and as such, notwithstanding his appearance, I shall 
always trate him, though might dislike him upon a 
ncarer acquaintance. 

Keck, Madam, you do me honour; I like your 
frankness, and 1 like your person, and I envy my 
friend Whittle; and if vou were not engaged, and! 


were not married, I would endeavour to make my- 
Self agreeable to yon, that I wonld—hngh! hugh ! 
id. And indeed, Sir, it would be very agraable 
to me; for it I should hate you as much as I did my 
first dare husband; I should always have the com- 
fort, that in all human probability my torments would 
not last long. 3 
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Keck. She utters something more than monosvi'a. 
bles, friend; this is better than bargain; 
fine bold way of talking. 

uit. More bold than v.eic.me! 1 


whe has a 


am struck ail 


of a heap! 


IWid. Wat, are you low spirited, wy dare Mr. 
Whittol? When you were at Scarborgogh, aud win— 


ning my affections, you were all mirih and gaiety; 


and now you have won me, you are as thougluful 


about it as if we had been wmarricd sou time 


Hit. Induced, Madam, I can't but say Hana lite 
tle thoughtful xe take it by turns; you were very 


sorron ful a month ago for the loss of your husband, 


and that you Could dry up your tears so soon natu— 
rally makes me a little thoughtful. 

Wid. indeed, I could dry up my tears for a dozen. 
husbunds hen I was sure of having a tirteenth like 
Mr. hitte? that's very natural sure, boih in Eug— 
land and Dublin too. | 

Keck. Sie won't die of à consumption; she has a 
fine full-{v1”d voice, and you'll be very happy, Tom 
Hugh! hugh! 

hit. O yes, very happy. 

Ni. But come, don't let us be melancholy before 
the time: I am sure I have been mop'd up tor 4 
rear and a half—L was oblig'd to movin tor my first 
kuchand, tliat 1 night be sure of a second; and wy 
ther kept my Spirits in subjection, as the best re- 
ceipr (he said) fur changing a Widow into a wife; 
but now | have my arins and legs at liberty, I must 
and will have my swing: Now 1am out of wy Cage, 

| C. 2 
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1 could dance two nights together, and a day too, | 


like any singing bird; and I'm in such spirits, that I 
have got rid of my father, I could fly over the moon 
without wings, and back again, before dinner. 
Bless my eyes, and don't I sce there Miss Nancy 
O'Flarty and her brother Captain O'Flarty? He was 
one of my dying Strephons at Scarborougk—l have 


a very great regard for him, and must make hima 


little miserable with my happiness. [Curtsers. 


Come along Skips (to the servants); don't you be | 
gostring there; show your liveries, and bow to your 


master that is to be, and to his friend, and hold up 
your heads, and trip after me as lightly as if you had 
no legs to your feet. I shall be with you again, 
Jontlemen, in the crack of a fan—O, I'Il have a hus- 
band, ay, marry. Exit singing. 

120. A fine buxom widow, faith! no acquaint- 
ance delicate reserve -mopes at home forc'd into 
the air—inclin'd to a consumption What a descrip- 
tion you gave of your wife! Why she beats iny Sally, 
Tom. | | 

it. Yes, and she'll beat me if I don't take care, 
what a change is here! I must turn about, or this 
will turn my head ; dance for two nights together! 
and leap over the moon! you shall dance and leap by 
yourself, that I am resolv'd. 

Keck, Here she comes, again; it docs my heart 
good to see her—You are in luck, Tom. 

Hit. I'd give a finger to be out of such luck. 


Enter Widow, &c. 
7147. Ha! ha! hal the poor Captain is marched 
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of in a fury: he can't bear to hear that the town 
has capitulated to you, Mr. Whittol. I have pro- 
mised to introduce him to you: he will make one of 
my danglers to take a little exercise with me, when 
you take your nap in the afternoon. | 
Vat. You shan't catch me napping, I assure you. | 
What a discovery and escape I have made! I am in 
a Sweat with the thought of my danger! [e. 


Keck. I protest, cousin, there goes wy wife, and 


her friend Mr. Mac Braun. What a fine stately 
couple they ate! J must after 'em, and have a laugh 
with them now they giggle and walk quick, that ! 
mayn't overtake 'em. Madam, your servant. You're 
a happy man, Tom. Keep up your spirits, old boy. 
Hugh! hugh!—who's afraid! 1 5 [ Ext. 

Kid. I know Mr. Mac Brawn extremely well— 
He was very intimate at our house in my first hus- 


band's time; a great comfort he vas to me to be 


eure! He would very often leave his claret and com- 
Farions for a little conversation with me: He was 
bred at the Dublin university; and, being a very 
dcep 5cholar, has fine talents for a tate a tate. 
Ait. She knows him too! I shall have my house 
evcr-run with the Mac Brawns, O' Shoulders, and the 
blood of the Backwells: Lord l.ave mercy upon me! 
Id. Pray, Mr. Whittol, is that poor spindle— 
1-5-4 crater of a cousin of yours lately married? ha! 


ha! ha! I don't pity the poor crater his wife, for 


that agraable cough of his will soon reward her for 
aher sutßerings. 5 

%. What « delivery! a reprieve before the knot 
Kas det. 'S ? [ 1 le, 
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ad. 


Iid. Are you unwell, Mr. Whittol? I should b 
sorry you would fall sick before the happy da, | 


Your being in danger afterwards would be a grext | 
| consolation to me, because I should have the plex. 


Sure of nursing you myself. 

it. 1 hope never to give you that trouble, Ma. 
dam. | | 

W1:d. No trouble at all, at all; I assure you, Sir, 
from my soul, that I shall take great delight in the 
occasion. | 

Whit. Indeed, Madam, I believe it. 

IWid. I don't care how soon, the sooner the better; | 


from my heart. 


Whit. And so do I frem mine, Madam. [Sigl 

id. But don't let us think of future pleasure, 
and neglect the present satisfaction. My mantua- 
maker is waiting for me to chooze my clothes, in 
which I shall forget the sorrows of Mis. Brady in the 
joys of Mrs. Whittol. Though I have no fortune 
myselt, I shall bring a tolerable one to vou, iu debts, 
Mr. Whittol ; 


tinderness: Your deep purse, and my open heart, 


vill make us the envy of the little grate ones, and the 
grate little ones; the people of quality, with no | 


Souls, and grate souls with no cash at alli. 1 hope 
you'll meet me at the pantaon this evening. Lady 
Rantiton, and her daughter Miss Nettledown, and 
Nancy Tittup, with half a dozen Maccaronies, and 
two Savoury Vivers, are to take me there; and we 
propose à grate deal of chat and merriment, and 


and which I will pay you tinfold in | 


: 
: 
. 


| 


and the more danger the more honour : I Spake | | 
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dancing all niglit, and all other kind of recreations. 
} am quite another kind of a crator, now I am a bird 
in the fields; I can junket about a week together: I 
have a fine constitution, and am never molested 
with your nasty vapours. Are you ever troubled 
with vapours, Mr. Whittol? | | 
Vit. A little now and then, Madam. 
Mid. I'll rattle 'em away like smoke! there are 


no vapours where I come. I hate your dumps, and 


Your nerves, and your megrims; and 1 had much 
rather break your rest with a little racketting, than 
let any thing get into your head that should not be 
there, Mr. Whitiol ? 

uit. Iwill take care that nothing Shall be in my 
head, but what ought to be there: What a deliver- 


auce! [Aside. 


Wid. (ali at her watch.) Bless me! how the 
hours of the clock creep away when we are plas'd 
with our company: But I must lave you, for there 
are half hundred people waiting for me to pick your 
pocket, Mr. Whittol. And there is my own bro- 
ther, Lientenant O'Neale, is to arrive this morning 
aud he is so like me, you would not know us asun- 
der when we are together; vou will be very fond of 
nim, poor lad! He lives by his wits, as you do by 
your fortu'.*, and so you may assist one another. 
Mr. Whittol, your obadient, *till we meet at the 
pantaon. F low me, . ; and Skips, do you 
tollow him. 

Pom. The Baccararo whiteman no let blacky boy 
$9 tuzt atter you, missis; they pull and pinch me. 
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Foot. It is a Shame, your ladyship, that a black ne. 


gro should take place of English Christianz—We 
can't follow him, indeed. 

Wid. Then you may follow one another out of my 
sarvice; it you follow me, vou shall follow him, for 
ne shall go before me: Can't I inake him your uv. 
perior, as the laus of the land have made him your 
equal? therefore resign as fast as you plase; you 


shan't oppose government and keep your places too, 


that is not good politics in England or Ireland either; 
so come along Pompey, be after going before me— 
Mr. Winttol, most tinderly yours. [ Extt, 

Whit. Mot tinderly yours! (mimnicks her.) Ecod 
I bciieve you are, aud any body's else. O what an 
escape have I had! But how shall 1 clear myself of 
this busincss? I'll serve her as 3 woul bad money, 
put her off into other hands: 
enough to be in love with her, and if 1 give him 2 
fortune, hex take the good and the bad together— 
He shall do so or starve. I'll send for Bates directly, 
contess my tolly, ask his pardon, sen! lim to my Ne- 
phew, write and declare off with the Widow, and $0 
vet rid of her {znderness as ſast as 1 can, [ Ex, 
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ACT 11. 
SCENE 1. A Room in Whittle's hous? 


Enter BATES and NEPHEW. 
Nephew, (taking him by the hand.) 


Ws are bound to you for ever, Mr. Bates: I 
can say no more; words but ill express the real | 
feelings of the heart. | 

Bates. I know you are a good lad, or 1 indi not 
have meddled in the matter ; - but the business is not 
yet completed till S7rnatum & Sigillatum. 

Neph. Let me fly to the Widow, and tell her how 
prosperously we go on. 

Bates. Don't be in a hurry, young man; she is 
pot in the dark I assure you, nor has she yet finis hd 
ker part: so Capital an actress should not be idle in 
the last act. 

Neph. 1 could wish that you would let me come 
into my uncle's proposal at once, without vexing 
him farther, 

Bates. Then I declare off. Thou silly young man, 
are you to be dup'd by your own weak good nature, 
and his worldly craft? This does not arise from his 


. — . Red: —== ba 7 
jove and justice to you, but from his own miserable 
f 7 1 » Ia . 
situa Wo 1e must be rortur'd into justice: He $all 
give up your hole estate, which he is loth to 


Not only 
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part with, but you must now have a premium 
Vi hat, shall 


for agreeing to your ewn happiness. 
your Widow, with wit and spirit, that would do the 
greatest honour to our sex, go thro' her tak cheer. 
fully; and shall your courage give way, aud be ont. 
done by a woman's ?—fie tor shame! 


Neph. I beg your pardon, Nr. Bates; I will fol. 


low your directions: be as hard-hearted as 
uncle, and vex his body and mind tor the gd ef 
his soul. | 

Bates. That's a good child ; and remember that 
your own and the Widow's future hanpiness depends 
upon your both going through this business with 
spirit; make your uncle feel for hiinself, that he 
may do justice to other people. Is the Widow ready 
tor the last experiinent! 

Neph. She is; but think what anxiety I shall feel 
while she is in danger ? | 

Bates. Ha! ha! ha! she'll be in no danger; be. 
sides, shan't we be at hand to assist her. lark! 1 
hear him coming: I'll probe his callous he rt to the 
quick; and, if we are not paid for our tiçuble, Sy 
J am no politician. Fly; now we shall do! 


[Exit Nephee. 


Enter Wüirrur. | 

of — 
Mit. Well, Mr. Bates, have you talk'd with wy 

Nephew ? is not he overjoyed at the preposal ? 
Bates. The demon of discord has been am-:nx von, 
and has untun'd the whole family; you have screw'd 


him too high: the young man is out of his senses ! 
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think: he stares and mopes about, and sighs—looks 


at me indeed, but gives very absurd answers. I 


don't like him. | 

Nit. What's the ma'ter, think vou? 

Baies, What I have alwavs expected. There is a 
crack in your family, and you take it by turns! You 
have had it, and now transfer it to your Nephew ; 
which, to vour shame be it spoken, 10 the only trans- 
fer von have ever made him. | 
Put am not I going to do him more than 


72} J It. 


justice? 

Bates. As vou have done him nuich less than jus. 
tice hithe to, von can't begin too soon. 

IWiit. Am not I going to give him the lady he 
likes, and which 1 was going to marrv myself? 

Bates. Ves, that is, vou are taking a perpetual 
blister oit your own back, to clap it * luis? What 
a tender uncle you are! 

Whit. But you don't consider tlie estate which I 
Shall give him. | | | 

Bates. Restore to him, you mean—'tis his own, 
and you should have given it up long ago: you must 
do more, or Old Nick ; wil have you. Your Nephew 
won't take the Widow off your hands without a for— 
tune—throw him ten thousand into the bargain. 

Whit. Indeed, but I shaw't; he shall run mad, 
and I'll marry her myself rather than do that. Mr. 
Bates, be a true friend, and soothe my Nephew to 
consent to my proposal. 

Bates. You have rais'd the fiend, and ought to 
lay him; however, I'll do my best tor you: When 
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so soon as ten thousand — Shall I promite for | 
you ? 

Nit. Pl sooner A to Bedlam myself. 

Exit Bata. 

Why, I am in a worse condition than I was be. 
fore! If this Widow's father will not let me be ef 
without providing for his daughter, I may lose 
great Sum of money, and none of us be the better 
for it. My Nephew half mad; myself halt mar. 
ried; and no remedy for either of us. 


Enter S5RVANT. 
Serv. Sir Patrick O'Neale is come to wait upon 
vou; would you please to see him ? 
Whit. By all means, the very person I wanted; 
don't let him wait. [Exit Servant, 
1 wonder if he has seen ray letter to the Widow; 


I will sound him by degrees, that I may be sure ef | 


my mark before I strike my blow. 


Enter Sir PATRICK. 


Sir Pat. Mr. Whizzle, your humble servant. It | 
gives me great pleasure, that an old Jontleman of 


your property, will have the honour of being united 
with the family of the O'Nales: We have been too 


much Jontlemen not to spend our estate, as you 


have made yourself a kind of Jontleman by getting 
one. One runs out one way, and t'other runs in 
another ; which makes them both meet at last, and 
keeps up the balance of Europe, 
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Whit. 1 am much oblig'd to you, Sir Patrick; I 
zm an old gentleman, you say true; and 1 was 
thinking | 
Sir Pat. And I was thinking if you were ever s0 
old, my daughter can't make you young again: She 
has as rich fine thick blood in her veins as any in al! 
Ireland. I wish you had a swate crater of a dauch- 
ter like mine, that we might make a double cross 
of it. ; 
Whit. That would be a double cross, indeed! 
| | [ Aside. 
Sir Pat. Though 1 was miserable enough with 
my first wife, who had the devil of a spirit, and the 
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very model of her daughter; yet a brave man never 


hrinks from 2 and I may have better luck 
another time, | 

fit. Ves, but I am no brave man, Sir Patrick; 
and I begin to shrink already. 
Sir Pat. I have bred her up in great subjection; 
She is as tame as a young colt, and as tinder as a 
sucking chicken. You will find her a true Jontle- 
woman ; and so knowing, that you can teach her 
nothing: She brings every thing but money, and 
you have enough of that, if you have nothing else ; 
and that is what I call the balance of things. 

Hit. But I have been considering your daugh 
ter's great deserts, and my great age 
Sir Pat. She's a charming crater; I would ven- 
ture to say that, if I was not her father. 

Whit. I say, Sir, as I have been considering your 

MAE: D 
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demerit—— 


Sir Pat. To be sure you have; but you can't help 


that: And if my daughter was to mention any thing 
of a fleering at your age, or your stinginess, by the 
balance of power, but I would make her repate it a 
hundred times to your face, to make her asham'd of 
it. But mum, old gentleman, the devil a word of 
your infirmities will she touch upon: I have brought 
her up to softness, and to gentleness, as a kitten to 
new milk; she will spake nothing but no, and yes, as 
if she were dumb; 
will keep house, or be more inganious with her 
ne-dle and tambourine. 

Hit. She it vastly altered then, since I: saw her 
last, or I have lost my senses; and in either case, we 
had much better, since 1 must Speak plain, not come 

together. 

Sir Pat. Till you are married, you mean—With 


all my heart, it is the more gentale for that, and 


like our family: I never saw lady O'Neale, your 


mother-in-law, who poor crater is dead, and can 


never be a mother-in-law again, *till the week be- 
fore I married her; and I did not care if I had never 


Seen her then; which is a comfort too in case of 


death, or accidents in life. 

Whit. But you don't understand me, Sir Patrick. 
I say 

Sir Pat. I say, how can that be, when we both 
Spake English ? 

Whit. But you mistake my meanng, and don't 
comprehend me, 
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Ad It. 


Sir Pat. Then you don't comprehend yourself, 
Mr. Whizzle, and 1 have not the gift of prophesy | 
to find out, after you have spoke, w Hat never was 
in you. 

Whit. Let me intreat you to attend to me a little, 

Sir Pat. 1 do attend, man ; I don't interrupt you 
—out with it. = | 

it. Your daughter | 
Sir Pat. Your wife that is to be. Go on— 

Whit. My wiie that is not to be—Zounds! will 
you hear me ? 

Sir Pat. To be, or not to Vo is that the question? 
can swear too, if it wants a little of that. 

IWhit. Dear Sir Patrick, hear me. I cunfess my- 
self unworthy of her; I have the greatest regard for 
you, Sir Patrick; I should .think myselt honour'd 


by being in your family); but there are many rea- 


A 

Sir Pat. To be sure there are many reasons Why 
an old man should not marry a young woman; but 
that was your busincss, and not mine. 

Whit. 1 have wrote a letter to your Aer 
which I was in hopes you had scen, and brought me 
an answer to it, | | 

Sir Pat. What the devil, Mr. Whizzle! do you 
make a letter-porter of nic Do you imagine, you 
dirty fellow, with your cash, that Sir Patrick C'Nale 
would carry your letters? Lwould have you know 
that I despise your letters, and all that belong io *em ; 
nor would 1 carry a letter to the king, Heaven bless 
him! unless it came from myself. | 
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hit, But, dear Sir Patrick, don't be in a passion 
for nothing. | | _ 
Sir Pat. What, is it nothing to make a penny post. 
man of me? But VII go to my daughter directly, for 
I have not seen her to-dav; and if 1 find that you 
have written any thing that 1] won't understand, I 
shall take it as an affront to my family, and you shall 


either let out the noble blood of the O'Nales, or! 


will spill the last drop of tlie red puddle of the 
Whizzles. (Goring, and returns). Harkee, you Mr, 
Whizzle, Wheezle, Whistle, what's vour name? 


You must not stir till I come back; if you offer to 
ate, drink, or sleep, till my honour is satisſy'd, 'twill 


be the worst male you ever took in your life; you 
had better fast a year, and die at the end of sir 


months, than dare to lave your house. So now, 
Mr. Weezle, you are to do as you plase. L Exit. 
Hit. Now the devil is at work indeed ! If some 


miracle don't save me, 1 shall run mad like my ne- 
pew, and have a long lrish sword through me into 
the bargain. Whilel am in my senses 1 won't have 
the woman; and theretore he that is out of them 
shall have her, if I give half my fortune to make 
the match. Thomas! 


Enter TrROMAS. 


Whit. Sad work, Thomas! | 

Tho. Sad work, indeed! why would you think of 
merrying? I knew what it would come io, 

Iii. Why, what is it come to? 

1 ao. It is in all the papers. 
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Whit. So much the better; then nobody will be- 


lieve it. 


Tho. But they come to me to inquire, 

Whit. And you contradict it. 

Tho, What signifies that? T was telling Lady 
Gabble's footman at the door just no, that it was 
all a lie; and your nephew looks out of the two. 
pair-of-stairs window, with eyes all on fire, and tells 
the whole story: Upon that there gather'd such a 
mob ! | | 

Whit. I shall be murder'd, and have my house 


| pull d down into the bargain ! 


Tho. It is all quiet again. I told them the young 
man was out of his senses, and that you were out of 
town; so they went away quietly, and said they 
would come and mob you another time. 

Whit. Thomas, what shall I do? 

| Tho. Nothing vou have done, if you will have 
matters mend, 

Mit. Jam out of my depth, and you won't lend 


me your hand to draw me out, 


Tho. You are out of your depth to fall in love; 
zu im away as fast as you can, you'll be drown'd ir 
vou marry. 

Vt. I'm frighten'd out of my wits. Yes, yes, 
*tis all over with me; 1 must not stir out oi my 
house; but am order'd to stay to be murder'd in it, 
for aught I know. What are you muttering, Tho- 
mas? prithee speak out and comfort me. 

Tho. It is all a judgment upon you; because your 


biether's foolish will says, the young man must have 
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your consent; 
marry the widow yourself; that's the dog in the 
Manger 3 vou can't eat the oats, and won't let thug 
ho can. 

I/:it. But 1 consent that he shall have both the 
willow and the fortune, it we can get him into his 
right senses. 

Tho. For fear 1 Should lose mine, Vil get cut cf 
| bedlam as soon as possible; you must provide your. 
self with anc ther servant. 

„it. The whole earth conspires against me! you 
Shall gay with me til 1 die, and then you shall hare 
a good legacy; and I won't live long I promise you. 

[ Rneckins at the door, 

1 "ho. Here are the undertakers already. [ Ft. 

Whit. What shall I do? My head can't bear it; 
T will hang myself for tear of being run thro the 

body. 
Tuo. (returns with bills.) Half a score people | 
never saw before with these bills and draughts upon 
ycu for payment, sign'd Martha Brady. 

Whit. 1 wish Martha Brady was at the bottom of 
the Thames! What an impudent extravagant bag- 
gage, to begin her tricks already! Send them to 
the devil, and say I won't pay a farthing ! 

Tho. You'll have another mob about the door. 

| [ Gorng, 

Whit. Stay, stay, Thomas ; z tell them I am very 
busy, and they must come to-morrow morning- 
Stay, Stay, that is promising payment, 


—tell 'em they must stay till I am married, and 0 
they will be satisfied, and trick'd into tbe bargain. 
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Tho. When you are trick d we shall all be satisfied. 
[Asi de.) [ Exit Thomas. 

Hit. That of all dreadful things I should think 
of a woman, and that woman should be a widow, 
and that widow should be an Irish one; quem Deus 
out perdere—Who have we here? another of the fa- 
mily, I suppose. (Wirzntle retires. 
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Enter Wipow as Licutenant O' Male, Seemingly flut- 
ted, and putiing up his $word, I AQMAS following. 
Tho. 1 hope you ere not hurt, Captain. | 
Rid. O nut at all, at all; 'tis well they run away, 

or I should have made them run faster: I shall 

teach them how to snigger, and look through glasses 
at their betters. These are your Maccaroons, as 
they call themselves: By my soul but I would 
have stood still till I had overtaken them. These 
uhipper-snappers look so much more like girls in 
breeches than those I sce in petticoats, that fait and 
trot jt is a pity to hurt em: The fair sex in Londen 
here seem the most masculine of the two. But to 
business; friend, where is your master? 

Tho. There, Captain; I hope he has not offended 

you. 1 
Wid. If you are impartinent, Sir, you will offend 

me. Lave the room. | 
Tho. I value my life too much not to do that- 

What a raw-bon'd tartar! I wish he had not been 

caught and set here. [| Aide to his master, and Exit. 
Whit. Her brother, by all that's terrible ! and as 


like her as two tygers! I sweat at the sight of him. 
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I'm sorry Thomas is gonc—He has been quarrelling 
already. 
Mid. Is vour name Whittol ? 
IV kit, My name is Whittle, not Whittol. 
Wid. We shan't stand for triflcs —And + on were 
born and christen'd by the name of Thomas? 
Vit. So they told me, Sir. | 
Mid. Thea they told no lies, ait; so far, So good, 
[Takes out à letter. 
No you know that hand-wriring ? 
Vit. As well asl know this cocd friend of mine, 
who helps me upen such occasions. 
[Showing his 11ght-hand, and smiling. 
id. You had better not show your teeth, Sir, 
"till we come to the jokes——the hand-writing 1s 
yeurs ? 
IFiit. Yes, Sir, it is mine. [Sig. 
Vid. Death and powder! What do vou sigh for? 
are vou asham'd or sorry for handy-works ? 
Hit. Partly one, partly t'other. 
lid. Will you be plas'd, Sir, to read it aloud, 
that vou may know it again when vou hare it. 
it. (takes his letter and reads.) Madam—(reads.) 
id. Would you be plas'd to let us know what 
Madam veu mean? for woman of quality, and wo- 


man of no quality, and woman of all qualities, are 
so mixc together, that you don't know one from 
t' other, and are all called Madams. Y ou should always 
. a the s1þs.ripton before you open the letter. 

BL. 1h 


th. T heg yr pardon, Sir. 


— 


ene (Aside.) To Mrs. Brady in Fall- Mall. 
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150. Now prosade Fire and powder, but I 
ſh in 
Whit. Sir! what's the matter! 


Vid. Nothing at all, Sir, pray go on. 

hit. (reode.) Madam—as I prefer your happiness. 
to the indulgerice of iy own passons 

id. I wil not prefer your happiness to the indul- 
gence of my passions Mr. Whittol; rade on. 

Whit. I must confess that I am unworthy of your 
clarus and virtues- | 

Wid. Very unworthy, indeed. Rade on, Sir. 

IWhit. I have for some days had a severe struggle be- 
tween my justice and my passion | 

id. 1 have had no struggle at all: 
and passion are agreed. 

Whit. The former has prevaiÞd; and I beg leave to 
resigu you, with all your accomplishments, to some more 
degerving, though not more admiring Servant, than your 
mot Mie rable and devoted, Thomas Whittle. 

id. And miserable and devoted you shall be 
To the postscript, rude on. 

Mit. Posi/cript Let me have your pity, but not 
Jour anger. | 
Wd. In answer to this love epistle, you pitiful 
fellow, my sister presents you with her tinderest 
wishes; and assures you, that you have, as you de- 
ire, her pity, and she generously throws her con- 

tempt, too, into the bargaia, 

Hit. I'm inflaitely oblig'd to her. 

i. must beg lave, in the name of all our fa- 
U, to present tha same to you. 


My justice 
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lit. I am ditto ro all che family. 
Wild. But as a brache of promise to any of our 


family was never suffer'd without a brache into some- 


body's body, I have fix'd upon myself to be your 
operator; and 1 believe that you will find that! 
have as fine a hand at this work, and will give you 
as little pain, as any in the three kingdo'ns. 

| [Sets down and loosens her knre bands, 

Hit. For Heaven's sake, Captain, what are you 
about ? 

Wid. I always loosen my garters for the advan. 
tage or lunging: it is for your sake as well as my 
own; for Ii be twice through your body before 
you hall feel me once. | 

Whit. What a bloody fellow it is! I wish Thomas 
would come in. „ 

Mid. Come, Sir, prepare yourself; you are not 
the first by half a score that I Have run through and 
through the heart, before they knew what was the 
matter with them, 

Whit. But, Captain, suppose I will marry your 
sister. 

IVid. T have not tlie laste objection, if you reco- 
ver of your wounds. Callagon O'Connor lives very 
happy with my great aunt, Mrs. Peborah O' Neale, 
in the county of Galloway; except a small asthma 
he got by my running him throu.,h the lungs at the 
Currough : He would have forsaken her, if I had 
not stopp'd his perfidy, by a famous family styptic 
1 have here. © ho! my little old boy, but you shall 
get it, [ Draws. 
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Whit. What shall I do ?—Well, Sir, if I must, 1 
must: I'll meet vou to-morrow morning in Hyde- 
Park, let the consequence be v hat it will. 

Wid. For fear you might forget that favour, I 
must beg to be indulged with a little puching now. 
1 have set my heart upon it; and two birds in hand 
is worth one in the bushes, Mr. Whittol.—Come, 
Sir. 

Wiit. But I have not settled my matters. | 

id. O we'll settle 'em in a trice, I warrant you. 

[ Puts herself in a position. 

Mit. But I don't understand the sword; 1 had 


rather fight with pistols. 


id. 1 am very happy it is in my power to oblige 
you, There, Sir, take your choice; I will plase 
you if I can. [ Offers pistols. 

IV kit. Out of the pan into the fire! there's no put- 
ting him off: If I had chosen poison, I dare swear 
he had arsenic in his pocket. Look'ee, young gen- 
tleman, I am an old man, and you'll get no credit 
by killing me ; but I have a nephew as young as 
yourself, and vou'li get more honour in facing him. 

IWid. Ay, and more pleasure too—I expect ample sa- 
tisfaction from him, after I have done your busi- 
ness. Prepare, Sir. | 

Whit. What the devil! won't one serve your turn? 
I can't fight, and I won't fight: I'll do any thing 
rather than fight. I'll marry your sister. My ne- 
phew shall marry her: I'll give him all my fortune, 
What would the fellow have? Here Nephew ! Tho- 
mas! murder ! murder! [He flies and le purues , 
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Enter BATES and NEPHEW. 
Nep. What's the matter, Uncle? 
Whit. Murder, that's all: 
: would kill me, and eat me afterwards. 
Neph, 1'1l find a way to cool him! Come out, Sir, 
I am as mad as yourself. I'll match you, I warrant 
you. | Gorng out with hin, 
Wid. I'll follow you all the world over. 
| { Going after hin, 


Whit. Stay, stay, Nephew ; you shan't fight: We | 
shall be expos'd all over the town; and you my 


lose your life, and I shall be curs'd from morning 
to night. Do, Nephew, make yourself and me 
happy; be the olive branch, and bring peace into 
my family: Return to the Widow. I will give you 
my consent and your fortune, and a fortune for the 
Widow ! five thousand pounds ! Do persuade him, 
Mr. Bates. 

Bates. Do, Sir, this is a very critical point of 

your life. I know you love her; *tis the only me- 
| thod to restore us all to our senses. 


Neph. I must talk in private first with this hot 


young gentleman, 
Wid. As private as you plase, Sir. 


IWhit. Take their weapons away, Mr. Bates; and 


do you follow me to my study to witness my propo- 
posal: It is all ready, and only wants signing. 
Come along, come along. LEut. 


Fates. Victoria! victoria! give me your swords 


and pistols: And now do your worst, you spirited 
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Joving young couple; I could leap out of my skin! 
| Exits. 


Tho. [ peeping in. ) Joy, jov to you, ye fond charn. 


ing pair! the fox is caught, and the young lambs 


I leave 88 to your * 
1 
eph. 0 my charming Widow ! what a day have 
we gone through. | 

IWid. I would go through ten times as much, to 
deceive an old amarous spark like your Uncle, to 
purchase a young one like his Nephew. 

Neph. I listened at the door all this last scene; my 
heart was agitated with ten thousand fears. Suppose 
my Uncle had been stout, and drawn his sword. 

id. I should have run away as he did. When 
two cowards meet the struggle is who shall run first; 
and sure I can beat an old man at any thing. 

Neph. Permit me thus to seal my happiness; 
(kisses her hand.) and be assur'd that I am as sensible 


may skip and play. 


as I think myself undeserving of it. 


 Wid, I'll tell you what, Sir; were I not sure you 
deserv'd some pains, I would not have taken any 
pains for you: And don't imagine now, because I 
have gone a little too far for the man I love, that I 
Indeed 
I shan't : I have done more than I should before I am 
your wife, because I was in despair; but I won'tdo as 
Ach as 1 may when J am your wite, though every 
Irish woman is fond of imitating English fachions. 
Neph. Thou divine adorable woman! | 
| [ Aneels ard kisses her hand. 
E | 
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Witt. 
: Enter WHITTLE and Barts. e 
Bates. Confusion! [Add, Same th 
WWiit. (Turning to Bates.) Hey dav! I am afrai | ante 

| his head is not right vet! he was kneeling and kis. ther. b 
ing the Captain's hand. C Ade to Bats, | © ait 
Bates. Take no notice, all will come about. | lost yo! 
LAside to Whit | Nept 
id. I find Mr. Whittol, your family love. kis. gether, 
ing better than fighting: He swears I am as like ny | 925 
sister as two pigeons. I could excuse his raptures 5 
for 1 had rather fight the best friend I have than | ses! 
slobber and salute him a la Francoise. Bat: 
Enter Sir PATRICK O'Ntars. Wh: 

Sir Pat. IJ hope, Mr. Whizzle, vou'll excuse my six per 
coming back to give you an answer, without having Bal 
any to give. I hear a grate deal of news about my. | Mise. 
self, and came to know if it be true. They say my Sir 
Son is in London, when he tells me himself by letter | 4 800 
here, that he's at Limerick; and 1 have been with I; 
my daughter to tell her the neus, but shie would not Ba 
Stay at home to receive it, so I am come grams | ofal 
Chree, wy little din oui craw, what have we got has 5 
here? a piece of mummery! Here is my son and | don't 
daughter too, fait: What, are you wearing the bree- gers. 
ches, Pat, to see how they become you when youu ale =! 
Mrs. Weez-1 ? The 
Wig. I beg your pardon for thut, Sir! I wear | and 
them before marriage, because I think they become the 1 
2 woman better than after, 1 
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Whit. What, is not this your son? [AStonish ed. 

Sir Pat. No, but it is my daughter, and that's the 
sume thing. 

id. And your niece, Sir, which is better than ei. 
ther. 

Il kit. Mighty well! and I suppose vow have not 
lost your wits, young man! | 
Nhl. 1 sympathize with you, 1 we lost 'em to- 

gether, and found 'em at the same time. 
| Whit. Here's villainy! Mr. Bates, give me the pa- 
per. Not a farthing shall they have *till the law 
gives it em. 
Bates. We' I cheat the law and give it them now. 
Le Nephew the paper. 
IF hit. He may take his own, but he $Shan't have a 


Sixpence of the five thousand pounds I pronmis'd him. 


Bates. Witness, good folks, he owns to the pro- 
mise. 

Sir Pat. Fait I'll witness dat, or any thing else in 
a good cause. | | | 

Nit. What, am! chous? d again! 

Bates. Why should not my friend be chous'd out 
of a little justice for the first time? Your hard usage 
has sharpen'd your Nephew's wits; therefore beware, 
don't play with edge-tools- you'll only cut your fin- 
gers. | | 

| Sir Pat. And your trote too: which is all one: 
Therefore, to make all azy, marry my daughter first, 
and then quarrel with her afterwards; that will bein 


the natural course of things. 


HA. Here, Thomas! where are you? 


E 2 
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Enter THOMAS. 


Whit. Here are fine doings! I am deceived, trick d, 
and cheated! 
Tho. I wish you joy, Sir; the best thing could 
have happen'd to you; N as a faithful servant1 
have done my best to check you. 
Wit. To check me! | 


Tho. You were galloping full WI and down 


hill too; and, if we had not laid hold of the bridle, 


being a bad jockey, you would have hung by your 


horns in the — to the you Joy of the whole 
town. 

Whit, What, have you help'd to trick me? 

Tho. Into happiness. You have been foolish a 
Jong while, turn about and be wise; he has got the 
woman and his estate: Give them your blessing, 


which is not worth much, and live like a Christian 


for the future, | 

fit. 1 will if Tcan: But I can't look at 'em; 1 
can't bear the sound cf my voice, nor the sight of 
my own face. 1.ook ye, J am distress'd and distract- 
ed! and can't come tap yet: 1 will be reconcil'd, if 
possible; but don't let tne see or hear from you, if 
you would have me forget and forgive 8 small 
never liſt up my head again! 


Wid. 1 hope, Sir Patrick, that my preferring the 


| Nephew to the Uncle will meet with your approba- 
tion: Though we have not sos much money, we shall 
have more love; one mind and half a purse in mar- 
riage, are much better than two minds and tuo 
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purses. 
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purses. I did not come to England, nor keep good 


company, till it was too late to get rid of my country 
prejudices. 

Sir Pat. Vou are out of my hands, Pat; so if yon 
won't trouble me with your atllictions, 1 shall ein- 
* rejoice at your felicity. 

Neph. It would be a great abatement of my present 
joy, could J believe that this lady should be assisted 


in her happiness, or be supported in her afflictions, 


by any one but her lover and husband. 

Sir Pat. Fine notions are fine tings, but a fine 
estate gives every ting but ideas; and them too, if 
you'll appale to those who help you to spend 18 


What Say you, Widow? 


id. By your and their permission, 1 will tell my 


| mind to this good company; and for fear my words 


Should want ideas too, I will add an Irish tune, that 
may carry oft a bad voice and bad matter. 


| SONG. 

A Widow bewitch'd with her passion, 
Tho' Irish, is now quite asham'd, 
To think that she's so out of fashion, 
To marry, and then to be tam'd: 

Tis love the dear joy, 
That old fashion'd boy, 
Has got in my breast with his quiver ;; 
'The blind urchin he, 
Struck the Cs, la nav cree, 
And a husband secures me tor ever! 


50 


Ye Critics, to murder so willing, 


For once change your method of killing, 


| 
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Ye farr ones I hope will excuse me; 
Though vulgar, pray do not abuse me; | 
I cannot become a fine lady, | 
O love has bewitch'd Widow Brady 


u. - 
Pray see all our errors with blindness; 


And kill a fond Widow with kindnes>s. 

If you look so scvere, 
In a fit of despair, 

Again I will draw forth my steel, Sirs: 
You know I've the art, 
To be twice through your heart, 

Before I can make you to feel, Sirs. 
Zrother Soldiers I hope you'll protect me, 
Nor let cruel critics dissect me; 


To favour my cause be but ready, 
And grateful you'll find Widow Brady, 


III. 
Ye Leaders of dress and the fashions, 
Who gallop post- haste to your ruin, 
Whose taste has destroy'd all your passions, 
Pray what do vou think of my wooing ? 
You call it damn'd low, | 
Your heads and arms $0, (mimicks then) 
So listless, so loose, and so lazy; 
But pray what can vou 
That I cannot do? 
O lie, ny dear craters be azys 


Ad II. 
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Ve Patriots and Courtiers so hearty, 
To speech it and vote for your party; 
For once be both constant and steady, 
And vote to Support Widow Brady. 


5 IV. 
To all that I see here before me, 
1he bottom, the top, and the middle; 
For music we now must implore vou, 
No wedding without pipe and fiddle. 
If all are in tune, 
Pray let it be soon; 
My heart in my bosom is praneing! 
If your hands should unite, 
To vive us delight, 

O that's the best piping and dancing j 
Your plaudits to me are a treasure, 
Your smiles are a dow'r for a lady; 
O joy to you all in full measure, 
So wishes and prays Widow Brady. 


